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		Chapter One

		

		Iglanced at my watch, again. It read 8:40, ten minutes had passed since the last time I checked. Why hadn’t she called?

		Darlene, my wife, always called as soon as she arrived at her hotel when she was on one of her business trips. She is an executive with a big tech company, she gets to work at home most of the time, but every few months she has to head out to the coast to deal with clients or make a surprise inspection on one of their suppliers.

		I shouldn’t complain. I love having my wife around more than if she had to work at an office, but every time she goes on one of her trips I start missing her as soon as she’s out the door.

		We’ve been married five years but you’d never guess from our sex life. We fuck at least three times a week, more so if one of us is especially horny. And we didn’t stop when she was gone. That’s what I was waiting for, her video call. We’d chat then end with a little long-distance phone sex.

		My phone buzzed and my cock grew hard. It was Darlene.

		“Hey sweetheart,” I said after hitting accept and seeing her beautiful face appear on my little phone screen.

		“Oliver, you look concerned,” my wife said. “You think I wasn’t going to call?”

		I made a pantomime of checking my watch. “I was wondering.”

		Darlene chuckled. “My silly Ollie. You know I wouldn’t miss these calls.”

		“I know.”

		“The flight was delayed, and it took longer to get a taxi.”

		My wife went on to describe her harrowing ride to the hotel and the hassle she had checking in. And even with all that she was only thirty minutes late in calling.

		“I met an interesting guy at the airport bar.”

		“Tell me more,” I said. My wife always liked to tell me about the people she ran into on her trips.

		“Yeah, He’s an artist and was heading to Seattle for an expo.”

		“So he was on your flight?”

		“Yeah. I think I saw him board.” She went on to tell me he was hoping to get some commissions while he was in the city. Then she switched to the hassle she had getting a ride from the airport.

		“There’s some big convention going on, and it took forever to get a taxi. Next time I’m splurging and hiring a car.”

		“So what’s on tomorrow’s agenda?” I asked.

		“I have a meeting with my bosses at 10 then lunch and a visit to a couple of sites we might be investing in.”

		“So you’re in no rush to head to bed,” I said.

		Darlene gave me a wicked grin. “Are you asking if I’m up to a little sexy time?”

		“You know it.”

		“Ollie,” my wife said, curling a lock of her long brown hair around her finger. “I’m always up for sexy time.”

		Darlene set down her phone with the camera facing the bed giving me an excellent view of her entire body as she reclined against the headboard.

		“So, show me how much you miss me,” she said as she started taking off her top.

		I lowered my camera to show the bulge in my sweatpants.

		“Nice, now take it out,” she commanded.

		I quickly obliged.

		“That all for me?”

		“You know it.” I started stroking my erection, using the precum oozing from the tip as lubrication.

		I could see my wife had removed her blouse and bra and was playing with her breasts with one hand, while her other was shoved down the waistband of her skirt.

		“Oh, I like that," she said. "Yeah, keep stroking yourself. I wish I could wrap my lips around your shaft. I love having a good stiff cock in my mouth.”

		I loved it when my wife talked dirty. It drove me to increase the speed of my hand. My body was buzzing and I felt a tingle building in my balls.

		“Slow down, lover, I need you to wait for me. You can’t come until I do.”

		She was pinching her nipples with both hands now. I could see one hand glistening with her juices.

		“Lick your finger, sweetheart,” I said. “I want you to taste yourself.”

		“Oh, you dirty man.” She tentatively touched her tongue to the finger she used to play with herself. She was acting. I knew she loved the taste of her own juices. She always loved to clean my cock after I’d fucked her.

		I slowly rubbed my cock, enjoying the vision of my beautiful wife sucking her fingers like a little cock. She stared at me as she did, her gaze holding me tight through the Wi-Fi connection.

		“I love the way you’re looking at me,” my wife said. She reached behind her back to unzip her skirt and raised her hips to slide it off.

		She pulled off her panties and was sitting there naked. Her pussy bare and gleaming in the incandescent light.

		“You shaved,” I said.

		“You like it?” Darlene ran her fingers along her slick labia. When I didn’t answer right away she spread her dark petals apart, revealing her very pink entrance to me. “Well?”

		I licked my lips, longing to have her thighs wrapped around my head as I devoured her tangy sweet juices.

		“I would love to have you here,” she said as she pushed her fingers deep inside her. She closed her eyes and began moaning.

		I kept on stroking my cock as Darlene became lost in her own pleasure.

		“Oh, fuck. Yes, yes, yes. Oh, come on. Like that, yes.” Her words soon became undecipherable mumbling.

		My wife looked like Aphrodite, the love goddess, reclining on the bed, one hand furiously fucking her pussy while the other mauled her breast. Her nipples looked diamond-hard.

		“Oh, fuck, Ollie. I wish you were here. I need a cock inside me so bad right now.”

		I didn’t realize how fast I was stroking myself. I’d lost myself watching my wife in blissful euphoria. I didn’t realize how close I was to coming myself.

		“Oh, sorry, love, I may need to go down to the bar and find a man there to fuck me.”

		My cock erupted, sending ropes of pearly white cum into the air.

		“Ahhhhhh,” I grunted. My mind went blank as I felt my body rocked by an explosive release. My hand milked every drop of cum from my balls. I was brought back to earth when I heard my wife scream out her own pleasure.

		“Shit, Ollie, I’m coming.”

		I watched in stunned silence, my hand instinctively rubbing cum into my shaft. I was still hard, even after having a mind-numbing orgasm. My wife’s body was quivering, her legs held out and her toes curled up as waves of pleasure rolled through her body.

		“God, that was good,” my wife said once she’d settled down.

		“The best,” I said.

		My wife’s eyes opened wide when she saw how much cum had landed on my chest, and she wasn’t even seeing what had missed.

		“Wow,” Darlene said. “I wish I were there to lick that all up. Yummy.”

		“So do I,” I really wished my wife were there so I could fuck her. But this was the life we led, a horny couple separated by half a continent doing the best we could.

		“Okay, sweetie,” my wife said. “I’m going to head down and grab a bite to eat at the hotel bar and then get some sleep. You tired me out.”

		Darlene gave me a sexy smile that made my cock jump.

		“Okay. Have fun tomorrow.”

		My wife chuckled. “Sure. Bye, love.”

		“Bye,” I said as I ended our call.

		I decided to take a quick shower before bed. I stroked my soapy cock as the warm water rained down over my body. I closed my eyes and pictured my wife lying back and furiously finger-fucking herself. When I was about to come again, I heard her say ‘I need to find a man to fuck’ and I came in the shower.

		As my cum slowly circled ‘round the drain I wondered why thinking about my wife fucking another man set me off.

		That was a question I’d need to explore later.

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		In our marriage, I learned a very valuable lesson early on: when traveling, always be willing to have a little sexy time on the phone. It made the time go by faster, and it helped Oliver and me stay connected. It was something that we actually came to look forward to, as if it was special just for us in a way no one else would understand.

		So, when I was done with tonight’s session and still left hornier than I could imagine, it was a disappointment. Usually, these little games were enough for me, and I didn’t need to crave an actual fucking. But for whatever reason, tonight, I felt insatiable.

		After playing with Oliver, I decided I needed to shower and clean up, which didn’t take me long. I was already naked, so I hopped into the shower. I didn’t wash my hair, but did clean my body off. Touching my skin with soap suds was always fun. I loved paying special attention to my folds, the warmth, and tingles that I would cause myself.

		Oliver taught me that cumming in the shower was actually the best place because there was nothing to clean up later. Especially when I had a tendency to squirt a bit of a mess. I always smiled, thinking about the last five years and what he and I had discovered sexually with one another. I was never short of amazement at how each work trip I discovered more and more of myself.

		After the shower and getting dressed, I walked down to the restaurant and found a seat at the edge of the long bar. There were a few people in here with me, but overall, it seemed quiet for the night. After perusing the menu, I asked the bartender for a Cape Cod and stuffed baked potato. The Cape Cod showed up first; I loved how the cranberry flavor hit my tastebuds as I sipped on the drink.

		“Is this seat taken,” I heard someone ask.

		Looking over my shoulder, I couldn’t help grinning; it was the man from earlier that I noticed. “Looks like it is now,” I smirked. “Are you following me from the airport?”

		“Thank you, ma’am. And I am not; just so happens this is the best hotel in a 10-mile radius.”

		I always loved it when I could have a little fun role-playing and pretending, so I thought I would see if my friend from earlier had a little acting in him.

		I reached out my hand out, grinning, “You can call me Darlene, and you are?”

		He smirked, winked at me and said, “My friends call me Brad, but you can call me whatever you want.”

		I couldn’t help laughing, “How many women does that line work on?”

		He grinned, “None, yet. There’s always tonight, though,” he gave me a wink.

		“Hold your horses, cowboy; I haven’t even agreed to have a drink with you. “My baked potato arrived, and I cut into it with my silverware.

		“Are you eating alone tonight,” he asked.

		“My husband is back home, so yes.”

		“Well, there goes my luck,” he waved at the bartender and pointed to his glass, giving the hand signal for one more.

		“Never said that,” I smirked in his direction, “just said my husband was back home.”

		His eyebrows shot up, “Oh really, are you two one of those kinds of couples?”

		Taking a bite of my meal, I thought about how to respond before speaking, “Define what those kinds of couples mean.”

		“You know, one of those who gets to play around.”

		“If I knew, I wouldn’t have asked you to define it.” I took another bite of my food and followed it with a drink.

		“You’ like busting his balls, I bet, don’t you,” he laughed before drinking from his cup.

		I grinned, “His balls, your balls, balls in general, I like busting them all.”

		“I bet you’re a feisty one, aren’t you?” He meant this as a compliment; his eyes never left me, which made me feel powerful.

		“What if I told you that earlier tonight, I was video sexting with my husband, and I am still horny, even though I came all over my comforter already?”

		“I would say this man was very lucky, but not as lucky as your comforter.”

		The enjoyment I was having from this conversation was thrilling. I loved the attention, and it was truthful, I was still very horny. Ollie and I had been married a handful of years, which had been a lot of fun. We still had our honeymoon sex drive, which always meant we were up to no good anywhere we were going. It just meant that nights like tonight were harder. When I just wanted a hard cock inside of me.

		“Do you want to go for a walk outside at the river?” I put my fork down and looked at my new dining friend.

		“Yes,” he responded quickly, which told me he was more eager than I had thought.

		I waved down the bartender and got my check. I signed my name to the tab and put my room number down. I noticed Brad took a glance at my ticket, but I covered the number up to be on the safe side. “Hopefully, the rain holds off another day, it would be great to get a little walk in without that ruining the night.”

		“Lucky for you, we have this invention,” he pulled his phone out and typed in something, then showed the screen to me, “called an umbrella,” he laughed. He was showing me a picture of a pink and white umbrella that looked like it belonged in the movies from the 30s.

		“What a smart ass, maybe I shouldn’t take a walk with you.” I was joking with him; I hopped off the bar seat and walked to the front door, “Or maybe I like men who joke around.” I shrugged my shoulders and started to leave.

		Brad came up behind me and reached for the door before I could get to it, “I wouldn’t feel right a pretty lady like you walking around on your own.”

		“Then I guess it’s settled; you’re coming with me.”

		We walked the path around the hotel for a little over forty minutes. We spent a good deal of time laughing with one another and joking. At the end of the path, our hands had somehow found one another, and they were interlocked. I had enjoyed myself way more than I should have. I didn’t even realize he and I had slipped into this rhythm until we were standing back at the front door of the hotel lobby.

		“Darlene, I had a really nice time with you.” His hands were running up and down my arms. “You’re so cold,” he grinned, “can I warm you up?”

		“I don’t know if it is a good idea for you to try to warm me up.” The smile on my face sent a very clear mixed message; I was aware of that. We had been flirting for well over an hour now, and I was enjoying myself, and it seemed like he was too.

		He leaned into me and whispered in my ear, “I know you're craving me; it’s okay to be nervous.”

		“I’m not nervous,” I looked up into his eyes. “Not a lot, at least.”

		His lips found mine before I realized what had happened. He pulled me into him, his arms wrapped around me, and his tongue pushed through my lips, exploring my mouth. I sighed; he tasted good; he smelled great, and this felt exciting. My pussy craved a cock, and his was rock hard against my body. He wanted me as much as I wanted him.

		“Brad,” I said in between kisses.

		“Darlene,” he mirrored.

		“We can’t,” I pushed him away, “I’m sorry, I just, I can’t do this.” I took a step back and felt my body chill. I wanted him, but I needed to remember Ollie back home. “I’m sorry, I have to go.”

		Before I could get back into the hotel, I heard him say, “My room is 459; I’m here until next week.” I raced to the elevator and pressed the button for my floor. When the elevators shut, my heart pounded in my chest.

		What had I just done?

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		The day always drags when Darlene is away. I don’t like being alone in the house. Luckily work kept me busy. I had several clients that needed hand-holding so the morning and afternoon went by quickly enough.

		After work, I puttered around the house, my mind buzzing in anticipation of Darlene’s call. I thought back to my arousal at hearing she wanted a cock, any cock, in her pussy. I know it was just pillow talk, but it touched a raw nerve that I was eager, yet hesitant to explore.

		I was expecting her call around 7:30. Office hours end around five, around seven my time, and I figured half an hour was enough time to settle things up there and get back to her hotel.

		Eight o’clock rolled around and still no call. I thought about texting but didn’t, maybe she got caught up with some clients. Around 8:30 I actually composed the text, but deleted it before sending. The last thing I wanted was for my wife to think I didn’t trust her.

		She finally called around 9:00.

		“Hey, sweetheart,” she said as soon as I answered the voice call. “What’s up?”

		My cock, I wanted to say, but I felt like saving that for later in the call. Her face looked rosy, like she was blushing, or had recently exerted herself.

		“Just relaxing, waiting for your call.”

		She gave me a sexy smile.

		“You mean waiting for a little sexy time, don’t you?”

		“Caught me.”

		We talked a little about her day at work, and mine before she mentioned what she did the night before.

		“So, Oliver, I have a small confession to make.”

		She called me Oliver. Our conversation was about to get serious.

		“Yeah? Should I be worried?”

		Her pause gave me her answer.

		“Well…” she started. She looked away as if trying to find the right words. “Not really. I just wanted to tell you I ran into Brad last night after we chatted.”

		“Chatted,” I chuckled. She laughed too.

		“Yeah, okay. After our little sexting adventure.”

		“Who’s Brad? Should I know him?”

		“Oh, sorry. Yeah, he’s the guy I ran into at the airport. He’s staying at the same hotel.”

		For some reason, blood was flowing to my penis and it was starting to stiffen.

		“So, what’s your confession? You sleep with the guy?” It was a joke, but I was seriously interested in my wife’s reaction. She could laugh it off, get mad at me, or answer in the affirmative. I wasn’t sure which I preferred.

		“No, you silly,” she quickly answered. I could see by the look in her eyes, it wasn’t as innocent as she’d like me to believe.

		Again, I felt a tingle in my cock and I was losing my goddamn mind.

		“Go on,” I said.

		“So, yeah. We chatted for a little while.”

		“You flirted?”

		I was shocked when my wife actually blushed. “Yeah, you got me. You’re not mad are you?”

		I thought about showing her my erection but felt that might have been a bit too much.

		“Of course, I’m not mad. You’re an adult, there’s no reason you can’t enjoy yourself.”

		I didn’t know what I was saying. Did I just tell my wife she could flirt with other men? I think I did.

		Darlene raised her eyebrow. “Enjoy myself?”

		I could have pulled back, but I didn’t. “Yeah. Enjoy yourself. There’s nothing wrong with talking with other adults about something besides work. And it’s just flirting.”

		“You know what flirting can lead to?” my wife asked.

		“Yeah.” I drew out my response, wondering if my wife and I were on the same page. I could feel my cock stiffen in my pants.

		“What if I told you I kissed him?”

		I swear, if I’d been stroking myself I would have come when my wife said that.

		“Did you,” I asked with some hesitation.

		“No,” she said. “But I’ll admit I wanted to.”

		She looked away and I wondered if she was telling the whole truth. I should have pushed, but I didn’t.

		“Well, all this talk about flirting has me aroused. You want to have a little sexy time?”

		My wife blushed again. “I’m so sorry, sweetheart. I’m not really in the mode right now. I told you about my rough day. And tomorrow’s going to be rougher. I need to do some prep and get to bed early.”

		“So you’re just going to leave me with blue balls?” I said. It also was a joke, but not.

		To my surprise my wife opened her blouse, revealing her boobs. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

		“Take a picture and use it to jack it to,” she said.

		I quickly took a screenshot.

		“There, no more blue balls.”

		I sighed. “It’s not the same.”

		“Sorry. I promise I’ll make it up to you tomorrow.”

		“I can’t wait.”

		As soon as Darlene hung up I pulled out my cock and started stroking it. Precum was oozing from the tip and made a good lubrication.

		“Of fuck,” I said. “God you’re beautiful.”

		I couldn’t help but imagine my wife, sitting and chatting with another man. I could feel a tingle in my balls as I pictured him with his arm on the back of her chair, maybe rubbing her shoulders. She coos as he works the tension out of her muscles. Maybe his hand slips lower and rubs the sides of her boobs.

		She’s sensitive and loves when her tits are played with. Maybe he gives them a gentle squeeze through her blouse.

		“Naughty boy,” she might say and swat away his hands.

		Maybe he asks her up to his room to continue the massage.

		I feel my cock pulse in my hand as my imagination runs wild.

		“Sounds like a plan,” she says and I erupt. My cock shoots ropes of pearly white cum into the air. Pleasure courses through my body as I milk my cock until my balls are completely empty.

		While I clean up the mess I’ve made I ponder what this all means. Why am I aroused, thinking of my wife flirting and touching another man? It makes no sense to me. But I can’t deny it’s true. Maybe I’ll talk with her about it tomorrow during our call. Maybe we can use it for some sexy role-play.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		Meeting for a late dinner wasn’t my idea of fun, but it was a necessity. Sometimes, schedules only line up when you force it at hours you don’t necessarily want. I had ended my call with Oliver and felt bad about lying, but I was curious about what was going on with me and this man. I had never really found anyone else attractive or interesting since I met Ollie, but Brad did interest me. As much as I hated lying to my husband, deep in my heart, I knew that somehow he would understand.

		“Darlene,” I heard my name called from behind me. I turned around and saw Brad standing there, looking dashing in his slacks and light purple shirt.

		“Hey,” my voice came out sultrier than I had intended, but the smile was genuine.

		“Did you get us a table?” He walked up beside me, leaned in, and kissed my cheek.

		Nodding, “Yeah, she said it was just a short wait, about five minutes or so.”

		“That isn’t bad; what should we do while we wait?” The sparkle in his eyes told me he wasn’t thinking about discussing the weather.

		I grinned, “We could tease one another,” I ran my fingers up his arm, “or maybe not.” I gave him a wink and when he was about to say something the hostess walked up to us.

		“You can follow me,” she grabbed the menus and silverware and started walking towards the table.

		We followed her, and when Brad’s hand settled on my lower back as we passed through the restaurant, my body tingled. I wasn’t sure what he thought was going to happen, and I didn’t know what I wanted to happen. I was very much aware that I loved Oliver, and I was just having a bit of fun.

		“Thank you,” Brad said to the hostess.

		“No problem, sir. You two enjoy your dinner.”

		When she walked off, he reached for my hand, and our fingers caused a spark between them. “You’re electric,” he teased.

		“Maybe you’re the one producing too much electricity.” I grinned at him before grabbing the glass of water on the table and taking a sip, watering my lips a bit.

		“Do I make you nervous?”

		I looked at Brad’s face as he asked me the question and thought about it, “Yes, you do.”

		“Why,” he opened the menu and looked around.

		“I’m married, yet here I am. It makes me nervous.”

		“Do you want to go?”

		I didn’t hesitate, shaking my head, “No. I just feel torn.”

		“How about you let me show you why you shouldn’t feel torn.”

		He certainly made my body feel things, and I tried to let my brain shut off and simply enjoy this meal.
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		On our way back to the hotel from our dinner, we spent a lot of time laughing while we strolled outside. Somehow, a peaceful meal turned into a comedy hour. Brad and I laughed more than I could remember. Work had kept me so serious that I realized I had forgotten just to stop and enjoy things. Slowly, Brad was wiggling his way into my desires. When we eventually got to my hotel room, I lingered at the door. Should I let him come in? I wasn’t sure what I wanted, so I decided to leave the door open slightly and see what he wanted.

		When I heard the door open and shut, I grinned; he had chosen me.

		“Nightcap?” I asked.

		He nodded, “Yes, please.” I took my purse, jacket, and phone and tossed them down on the bed. I walked over to the mini bar and poured myself a drink and one for Brad.

		“Why don’t you come to sit down here next to me,” Brad said. He was sitting on the edge of the bed, kicking his shoes off.

		“You’re getting comfortable?” My question sounded more judgmental than I intended, but he was getting comfortable.

		“Unless you want me to go, yes, I am.”

		I bit my lip and grinned, “I do want to get comfortable.” I kicked off my shoes, walked over to the bed, and sat next to him. Lifting my glass, I smiled, “Cheers.” We clanged our glasses together and drank. When we were done, he sat our glasses on the nightstand and leaned into me.

		“May I kiss you?”

		This was it, “Yes.” He pressed his lips into mine, and our bodies touched. He laid me down on the bed, and as his hands explored my body, my mind explored where this was going to go. We spent a few minutes intertwined, our arms roaming around each other. I opened my eyes, looked up into his deep hazel-colored iris, and smiled. I wanted to be on top, so I pushed up on his body. When he started to roll over, I pushed my pile of stuff onto the floor so he wouldn’t roll onto it.

		“Are you sure you want to continue,” Brad asked as he kissed my neck.

		I moaned out, “Yes,” as my body pushed down against his. My pussy was pressed against his cock, which I could feel partially hard between our clothing. My breasts were forced into his chest, and our mouths kept finding one another. Our kisses varied in dominance, and it was everything I could do to keep from ripping his clothes off.

		“Sit back against my knees,” Brad ordered.

		I did as he asked, my back resting against his thighs.

		“Take your shirt and bra off.” His arms rested behind his head, and his smirk made my body tingle.

		My hands went to the hem of my top, and in a swift motion, I pulled it up and off my body. I loved being wild and free; it was doing something to my inner self that I couldn’t control.

		“Now, your bra.”

		I reached around and unsnapped my bra, letting it fall down my arms and landing on his chest.

		“Why am I the only one without their shirt on,” I asked.

		Brad laughed and sat up, pulled his shirt over his head, and tossed it aside, “There.”

		I grinned down at him, “So much better.” My head fell backward as his hands cupped my breasts and squeezed them. His fingers pinched my nipples and pulled at them. Moans traveled off my lips as he made my body crave more. I needed to do more with him.

		“Brad,” I called out as his hips thrust up, pushing his cock against my pussy. He had grown; his length was longer and harder.

		I was caught up in the moment of all the fun and pleasure when Oliver came to my mind. I hesitated. Did I want to continue? Brad’s hands overpowered me and made me crave more. I didn’t know what to do; I felt torn; I needed a dick inside of me, but I wanted it to be Ollie’s dick.

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		Iwas just getting ready to turn in when my phone buzzed. It was a video call from Darlene. I looked at the clock on the night stand; it read 11:01.

		Maybe she changed her mind and wanted a little sexy time after all.

		I accepted the call and instead of my wife's beautiful face all I saw was a blurry cream-colored screen.

		"Now, your bra," a male voice said.

		What the fuck? I checked the phone number, it was definitely Darlene's phone. I looked again and suddenly realized I was looking at the ceiling of a hotel room. Somehow my wife had activated a voice call by mistake.

		I was about to cancel the call when I heard my wife say, "why am I the only one without a shirt on."

		What the fuck was going on. Maybe I should have shut down the call and asked her about it in the morning. I know I wouldn't like it if Darlene had eavesdropped on me.

		"Brad!" my wife yelped.

		I had no doubt; she was with another man. And from what I heard, they were both topless.

		I felt so many conflicting emotions flow through me. I was angry and confused. What was my wife doing with another man in her hotel room? Getting undressed.

		"Oh my," my wife said. Then I heard a bouncing on the bed and my wife giggle. "You're strong. Oh!"

		A few seconds later I saw something pink fly across the screen.

		"You're so wet," the man said. Brad is assumed. "This because of me?"

		"Maybe."

		I was also feeling horny as fuck. I heard my wife start to moan. And my cock got hard. It made no sense at all. It sounded like my wife was getting ready to fuck another man, and all I wanted to do was listen and masturbate.

		"Oh, yeah. That's nice, I love it when Oliver licks my pussy like that."

		Wow, another man was going down on my wife and she was thinking about me. I didn't know how to feel about that. I was jealous that she was fooling around with another guy, but proud when she complimented my oral skills.

		I heard a muffled voice and then my wife said, "No. He's pretty good. So are you, now shut up and make me come."

		How often I've heard those words. My cock jumped at the familiar command.

		I heard thrashing in the bed and more passionate moaning from my wife.

		"Yes. Yes. Yes," she screamed. Each word was punctuated with a hand smack against the mattress. "Of fuck you're so good at that Brad. Oh, I'm going to come."

		Then she screamed his name again and I could tell she was experiencing an intense orgasm.

		I decided I didn't care. I was too aroused by the sounds my wife was making. I pulled out my cock and started stroking. I went slow, to extend the pleasure, because I suspected once I came I wouldn't feel so blasé with my wife's cheating.

		"Oh fuck, Brad that was intense. I don't think I've ever come so hard."

		I hoped she was lying. But then again, the experience of sex with a new partner may be more enjoyable because it's unfamiliar and in the case of cheating, taboo.

		"Yeah, you got my face all wet," he said.

		"Well, if you weren't so good with your tongue."

		"I'll show you how good I am with my tongue."

		Then I heard the unmistakable sound of my wife kissing another man. I couldn't see in on the screen, but I have a very fertile imagination. I pictured the two of them, rolling around on the bed, half-naked, in a passionate embrace. Their tongues twisting together as they each fight for dominance. My wife letting her lover win.

		"Oh, fuck me, Brad. I need your cock inside me."

		"I've been waiting so long to hear you say that."

		"You're such a gentle - " My wife started moaning before she could finish her sentence. That must have been the moment he penetrated her.

		"So tight. God your cunt feels so good."

		My wife giggled. I never use that word and neither does she for all I know.

		"Such a filthy mouth," my wife said.

		"Not too filthy to eat your pussy and kiss you."

		As if to prove his point, they started kissing again. My heart was filled with raw burning angst. I didn't want to listen to my wife in the arms of another man, but I couldn't end the call either.

		I could feel a climax approaching and I had to slow down. I stopped stroking and just held my cock in my hand as I continued to listen to my wife break our wedding vows.

		"So, full. So, good," my wife mumbled.

		"Oh, your pussy feels so good."

		The sounds of their moist rutting filled my ears and I closed my eyes and imagined watching my wife and her lover fuck. She wrapped her legs around him and pushed her hips up to meet each of his thrusts.

		"I'm close, Darlene," he said.

		Oh god, I knew what came next. Were they using a condom? Was she going to tell him to come inside her? I wanted to throw the phone against the wall before I could find out the answer. I didn't want to hear her say it. But I held the phone tight in one hand, while the other resumed stroking my cock.

		"Come on my tits, Brad. I love to feel a man's cum on my breasts."

		This was news to me. I never came on my wife, she never asked.

		I heard quick shuffling and then loud grunts from Brad.

		"Yes, give me that cum," my wife said.

		In my mind's eye I saw a faceless Brad release a shower of white pearly semen across my wife's breasts. He painted her chest with his seed, marking her as his.

		That's when I came. Ropes of cum shot into the air and landed on my stomach. I milked every drop of cum from my shaft while the ecstasy of the moment remained. As the glow of bliss faded I quickly ended the call and went to the restroom to clean up.

		I was hurt that my wife would cheat on me. But the experience was so intense and arousing I couldn't stay mad at her. I debated calling her and telling her what I heard, but that wasn't a discussion to have over the phone, on a work night, when her lover might still be in the room.

		So instead I took a long hot shower then went to bed, where I fell into a fitful sleep.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		“D arlene, is that you?”

		I heard Oliver call my name out the moment I pushed open our front door. We had talked a few times yesterday, but guilt had started to eat me up inside. I hadn’t decided yet if I was feeling guilty because I had fucked Brad, or if it was because I enjoyed fucking Brad. The hard reality was, I didn’t want to stop. Which meant I had to come clean with Oliver and tell him what happened. Somehow, during that explanation, I would have to get him to agree to let me do it again.

		“Yeah Ollie, it’s me.”

		“Hey, good to have you home.” His voice sounded almost fake. Like he was hiding something from me, but I wouldn’t know what he could be hiding.

		“What have you been doing today?”

		He grabbed my bag and picked it up, we started walking towards the bedroom, “Not a lot, went to the store, got your favorite food for tonight. It’s in the oven.”

		“Oh, chicken marsala’s?”

		“Yep,” his tone was a bit sharp, different.

		Maybe I was over thinking things and just making it complicated because I knew how guilty I felt over everything. I had sat down on the bed and looked at my husband as he put my bag in the closet. I loved him, I truly did. But he deserved to know the truth.

		“Oliver, I need to talk to you.”

		“Yeah?” He looked up from the bag and grinned at me, “Everything okay?”

		I shook my head, “I did something that is going to hurt you.” I waited for Oliver to speak, but he said nothing. This couldn’t get any worse if I tried to make it worse. “You know the guy I met?”

		“The one you told me about, yeah.”

		“I lied; I had dinner with him.”

		“Why did you lie?” Oliver crossed his arms and leaned against the doorframe of the closet.

		All I could do was shrug and shake my head, “I have no good reason.”

		“Is all you did was have dinner together? Nothing else?”

		The silence in the room was deafening, I knew he was waiting on me to speak. My mouth opened, but no sound came out.

		“Darlene?”

		“No, Oliver, I am sorry. I don’t know why I let it go so far.”

		“I see.”

		“Oliver, please, Ollie, you have to know how much I love you. I didn’t mean to cheat.”

		His hands were still crossed, but he wasn’t looking at me anymore. It was like he was looking past me, through me, to the next room. “You have to say something.”

		He said nothing. He pushed off the wall of the closet and came at me. “You broke our vows.”

		“I didn’t mean to.”

		He reached his hand out and pulled me off the bed, and then spun me around and bent me over. “You broke our marriage vows.” His hand came down hard on my ass, I screamed from the sting, and he spanked me again.

		“I’m sorry!”

		“Not as sorry as you’re about to be.” He fumbled with his pants. When he freed his cock from the confines of the material, he spun me around, pulled my button apart, and pulled my pants down. “Bend over.”

		I did not know what had gotten into Oliver, but part of me was extremely turned on. I turned over, leaned across the edge of the bed, and felt his cock slide right into my pussy. His hands clamped on my hips and held on as he began thrusting powerful motions into me. My shins were going to have bruises from where the bed was smashing against them.

		“Oh, God,” I moaned out.

		“Not,” spank, “God,” spank. Oliver’s hands owned me and everything I said was going to be used against me.

		“You’re so fucking wet, you like this? You like being a little slut and coming home for punishment?”

		I heard his words in my head, but I processed it differently than my pussy. My body reacted in folds. I could feel the orgasm swirling around at the tip of the moment, and it took little for my orgasm to spill on his cock.

		“Darlene, do you love this man?”

		“No,” I didn’t take any time to answer, “not at all.”

		“Do you want to keep fucking him?”

		Part of me had hoped that while Oliver and I had sex, the need for Brad would vanish, but in some way, I need him more now. Because the reaction I got from Oliver made it worth it. It was a new way to be desirable. “Yes, I think I do.”

		“Oh, yes,” Oliver grunted out. I felt his legs shaking and knew that this was a telltale sign of him cumming.

		I truly expected that Oliver would be angrier about this. He didn’t seem happy, but he didn’t appear to want a divorce. He hasn’t even asked me to describe Brad to him.

		Shock rushed over me when I realized Oliver got excited and my pussy fill with his seed when I said I wanted to sleep with Brad again. That was the hottest sex we had in a long time, and it made me crave more.

		“Your dinner is almost ready. Let’s go discuss this over a meal.”

		I did truly love Oliver and leaving him or losing our friendship was the absolute last thing on my mind.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Idon’t know what came over me. I promised myself we would have a nice calm conversation about why she felt the need to cheat on me. We would work everything out and our life would go back to the way it was.

		But when I saw her walk in the door a flip was switched in my brain. All I could think about was the sound of her fucking another man, and it got me hard as stone. It took every ounce of my will power to not bend her over the couch and fuck her brains out. Instead I took her to the bedroom to do the deed.

		First I gave her a few hard swats with my hand. It felt so good feeling her fleshy curves quiver under my palm. I wanted to call her a whore, but I didn’t have it in me. I didn’t really believe it. She had cheated on me, but she was still my wife.

		Instead I bent her over and fucked her cheating cunt.

		It was the wildest, hottest sex we’d ever had. Even when she lets me take her ass, it’s nothing like the intense feeling of desire I felt as I imagined another man violating my wife’s pussy.

		I felt shame when I came after she said she still wanted to fuck him again. Most men would ask for a divorce, I was wondering how I could get her to cheat on me again.

		As I plated dinner, I tried to come up with a casual way to relay my feelings without making my wife think I was trying to get rid of her, or worse, make her think I wanted to fuck another woman. That was the last thing I on my mind.

		“Talk to me, sweetheart,” she said.

		I set down my fork and realized I was so lost in my thoughts, I hadn’t said a word since I pulled her from the bedroom.

		“Sorry,” I said. “I was just thinking about the future.”

		Darlene paused. She pushed her food around her plate. “You going to ask me for a divorce.”

		“God, no!” My answer came swiftly and instinctually. “I love you. Why would I do that?”

		“Because I cheated on you.”

		“Do you want a divorce.”

		“No, no, no.” My wife’s voice quivered as she spoke.

		“Good. That’s settled,” I said. “No more talk of divorce. So tell me, how good was he.”

		My wife chuckled at that question.

		“You really want to know, because I’ll tell you.”

		“Yes. Tell me.”

		“He was awesome.” She gave me a sly smile, “Don’t get mad at me, you asked.”

		“I’m not mad.”

		“You’re giving me a funny look.”

		“That’s because I’m hard again. And I can’t explain it.”

		“You’re a funny man,” my wife said before taking another bite of food. She maintained eye contact while she chewed. I let her swallow before asking my next question.

		“Tell me what he did.”

		My wife’s eyes opened wide. “You want the details?”

		I stood up and showed her the tent in my pants. “Yes. I want details.”

		Darlene licked her lips and hesitated. She was thinking. Finally she said, “How about we take this to the bedroom?”

		I nodded and we quickly finished our dinner.

		“You cooked, so let me clean up,” my wife said. “You go to the bedroom and get ready for me.”

		I didn’t know what she was going to do, but I was eager to find out. I got naked and got into bed.

		Darlene must have simply collected the dishes and stacked them in the sink, because it wasn’t too long before she stood at the threshold, a sultry look playing on her face.

		“So you want me to tell you what he did to me? How he fucked your wife?”

		My cock twitched as I listened to my wife’s dirty talk. “Yes,” I managed to squeak out.

		“What? I didn’t hear that.”

		“Yes,” I said louder. “Tell me how he fucked you.”

		Darlene crossed the room, peeling off her clothes as she went.

		“First, he kissed me. His tongue was magic, I found out how much a little later when he used it on my pussy.”

		While she talked, my wife pulled back the covers, revealing my erection.

		“This really gets you hard?”

		I shrugged and pointed. Darlene sat down next to me on the bed and started stroking me.

		“We rolled around on the bed while we made out. I felt like a teenager again, sneaking off with a boy I knew my mother would disapprove of.”

		She paused and looked off, like she was remembering the moment.

		“He ate me out and made me come so hard. Then he fucked me. His cock felt so good inside me. I wanted to let him come inside me, but he wasn’t using a condom, sorry about that, so I told him to pull out.”

		I was lost in bliss as my wife manipulated my cock while she explained her infidelity. It was a wicked game, but it felt so good. I was close to coming. Darlene could tell, because she sped up her strokes.

		“That’s it, Ollie. Come for me. Come for your cheating wife.”

		“Did he fuck better than me?”

		“The truth?”

		“Oh God,” I could feel my balls tingle as my climax quickly approached. I was beyond the point of no return. “Yes! The truth.”

		“It was the best sex I’d ever had — “

		My cock erupted, shooting cum into the air. Ropes of my pearly white seed shot onto my chest.

		“Oh, good boy,” my wife said. “That’s it. Give me all your cum.”

		“Fuck, that feels good.”

		When she’d milked every drop of cum from my balls, she wiped her hands on the bed spread.

		“I need to wash these anyway,” she said.

		“So, he fucked you better than me.” It felt like a knife to my gut to hear her say it, but it made me cum so hard. It was tough to understand.

		“You should have let me finish, sweetheart. You climaxed before I could add until today. Earlier, when you fucked me before dinner. That felt so raw and honest. It was the fucking I needed after what I did. No, don’t interrupt me. I don’t want this all the time, but it felt so good to be taken like that, to feel that desire, that need to fuck me and come inside me. To reclaim me, if you will.”

		My wife looked me straight in the eyes and said, “that’s why I said I want to fuck him again. Not only because he’s good in bed. I also want you to fuck me the way you did today. To remind me I’m yours. I may have strayed, but I’ll always come back to you.”

		She was nearly in tears. I could tell she was spilling her true feelings. It wasn’t easy for her to tell me she wanted to fuck another man. It wasn’t easy to hear. But it needed to be said.

		“Will you have me?” she asked.

		“Of course,” I said. “But maybe not again tonight. I’m spent.”

		Now was the time for me to make my own confession.

		“Darlene, there’s something I need to tell you.”

		Her playful smile turned dark. “What?”

		I don’t know what was going through her mind. Was she thinking I was going to tell her I cheated, too?

		“I heard the whole thing.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Ithought I had misheard him, “What? You heard, heard what? I couldn’t believe what I had just heard.

		Oliver nodded, “Somehow, you called me. I heard it all happening.”

		“Oh no, Ollie, I am so sorry.” I felt my stomach tie up into knots, guilt was settling into my gut, and thought I was going to be doomed. This wasn’t what I wanted, not remotely.

		“Honey, are you okay?” Oliver reached for me across the bed. He pulled me close, wrapped his arms around me, and asked, “Are you sick?”

		“Ollie, the thought of you hearing that, you must have hated me!”

		“I didn’t Darlene.”

		I pushed away from him, “You’re just saying that. How could you not have hated me? I hate me!”

		I felt him pull my body back, cupped my face, “I don’t know what’s completely going on between us, but something is. You cheated, I got turned on by it. We love each other, but I think something is missing, and the universe is correcting it.”

		Tears were slowly trailing down my cheeks, I didn’t know how anything would make what I did right. “I don’t understand Ollie.”

		He took my hands, looked me in the eyes and said, “While I heard you fucking him, I was hard as a rock. It was so fucking hot. All of it. I don’t know why, I don’t know what that means about me and my own needs, but I. loved it. And I wouldn’t mind doing it again.”

		My hand freed from his grasp and I wiped my eyes, tears falling along my fingers, “You want me to cheat again?”

		He nodded, “Absolutely.”

		This was strange, but he seemed sincere. I could see his dick hard earlier; I know that wasn’t made up. And he fucked me, the best sex I had ever had, after he knew I had cheated. Maybe I didn’t need to be as scared as I was for the future or our marriage.

		“I’m sorry.”

		“Darlene, I’m accepting this apology, but no more. You have my permission to see him again.”

		Nodding, “Okay, if you’re sure.”

		“You said you wanted to sleep with him again, I’m telling you, that’s okay.”

		I took a moment to ponder what my husband had said to me, truly think about it. “On one condition,” I ended up saying.

		“You’re giving me conditions that you will cheat under,” he laughed.

		Grinning, “Well no, but kinda.”

		“Okay, what’s the condition?”

		“You watch in person.”

		The excitement in his eyes was clear. I didn’t need to be psychic to know what he was thinking about the moment those words came out of my mouth and hit his ears.

		“Why don’t you set up round two for this weekend?”
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		Brad walked into our home as if he knew exactly how this was going to go. I was glad someone was at least confident in this shindig.

		“Oliver, this is Brad.”

		I watched my husband shake hands with the man I picked up while out on business. I was lucky that Brad could come over this weekend on such short notice. “Is it always this weird,” I asked out loud.

		“No,” Brad replied.

		“I imagine so,” Oliver said.

		Both Oliver and I looked at Brad, “You’re experienced in this,” I asked.

		“Yeah, I’ve been the bull in several relationships. It’s only weird if you make it weird.”

		“Bull?” Both Oliver and I said.

		The laughter Brad gave made me feel goofy, “Clearly we are missing something, Ollie.”

		“You both are, but it’s okay. I can help you both out. I’m going to help you take your marriage to a whole new level if you want that. Oliver, you’re getting hard thinking about me fucking her, yes?”

		Oliver nodded, “How did you know?”

		“They all do. Come on, where are we going to have fun? Let’s get settled in and I will teach you two about ethical non-monogamy.”

		I walked Brad and Oliver over to the guest room. We had set it up for a comfortable, inviting atmosphere.

		“Good, you have a chair already, Oliver, why don’t you get comfortable.”

		“Do you want me naked?” Oliver looked at me for direction.

		“You do whatever makes you comfortable, Oliver.” Brad said, “This is just as much about your pleasure as it is your wife’s. Do you want to be naked?”

		“I don’t know yet,” he said.

		“Then just sit down and enjoy the show. I will do my best to make sure it is just as fun for you as it is for our lady here.” Brad looked over and winked at me. “But you, Darlene, have way too many layers on. Why don’t you do a little strip show for your two guys?”

		I knew the gulp I just had was audible because both men smiled at me, “Okay.” I watched as Brad reached down and pulled the hem of his shirt up and tossed it off to the side. He moved towards the bed and sat on the edge; his smile told me he was enjoying the torture I suddenly felt.

		“Do you want some music,” Oliver asked. He pulled his phone out and started typing.

		“No, I got this,” I smirked at my husband and then started thinking of the catchiest song I could. I let my hips sway to the imaginary beat and suddenly a carefree woman in my twenties took over. I moved between both men, slowly working my shirt off. I undulated along Brad’s leg, my breast rubbing against his jean pants. I made sure my ass touched my husband, I could feel his palm along my cheek. He pinched me once, which made me jump into Brad’s arms.

		“I don’t mind catching you,” he declared.

		After a few minutes of moving between the men, I was now naked, and I could tell both men were hard.

		“Take his pants off, Darlene.”

		I wasn’t sure what came over Oliver, but I liked it. I used my hands in a slow, teasing fashion to unbutton Brad’s pants and slide them down his legs. He wasn’t wearing any underwear, and his cock bounced out of his pants, as if exclaiming it was now free. I licked my lips and couldn’t help it; my mouth was drawn to it. Kneeling between his legs, my lips parted, my tongue darted out and licked from the base of his shaft up to the tip of his head.

		His salty precum tasted like a forbidden dessert that I had just snuck into my room.

		“That felt great,” Brad praised.

		My spine felt goosebumps running up and down and my hips shook with excitement. I would not wait any longer; I lowered my mouth onto his head, slowly sucked while swirling my tongue around his tip. My right hand gripped his shaft and stroked him. My head and hand moved in sync along his cock as I worked him over, a very intimate and delicate act that my husband was witness to.

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Idon’t know what I expected to happen when I pinched my wife’s ass, but seeing her jump into Brad’s arms was just want I needed to see.

		It was thrilling and painful. My cock strained against my pants, but I was reluctant to take them off. I wasn’t used to being around another man. And once I saw what he was packing, I’m glad I stayed zipped up.

		His cock was huge, and my wife lusted for it. Her mouth drooled and I felt a twinge of jealousy. I don’t have a small penis, but Brad’s was much larger than mine. And I was about to watch him fuck my wife with it.

		“We need a safe word I think,” Brad said.

		“What’s that?” My wife had to take his cock out of her mouth to ask the question. I’d read enough to know what it meant.

		“It’s a word you say when you want me to stop. If I do something that hurts you in a way you don’t like, say the word and I’ll stop.” Brad looked at me. “And the same goes for you, Oliver. You say the word if you see something you’re not comfortable with.”

		On the surface I was nervous about the whole thing, but deep down I was loving it. I wanted to see this man take my wife and fuck her senseless. I wanted her to experience the greatest orgasm she’d ever had. I heard it before, now I was going to see in first hand.

		“How about stop,” Darlene suggested.

		Brad shook his head. “That’s too simple. Some women like to imagine I’m taking them against their will. They want to be able to resist, just a little. How about Red light?”

		We all agreed Red light would be the word we used when we wanted to end things.

		“Okay, now Darlene, be a good girl and get your mouth back on my cock.”

		I was taken back by Brad’s tone, but my wife just said, “Yes, Sir,” and went back to sucking his dick.

		“Oh fuck that feels good.” Brad placed his hands on my wife’s head, but he let her control the pace. She is a good cocksucker. She loves to take me all the way to the root. She can do it quite easily. Brad was a challenge. It took her a while to get him all the way down her throat. She gagged a bit, but didn’t give up.

		“Aw, yeah. So, fucking good.”

		Darlene bobbed her head a few times, letting Brad feel the warmth of her mouth. Then she pulled back and stroked him a few times while she leaned down to lick his balls.

		“Oh shit, you’re nasty.”

		My wife had started licking Brad’s taint and I felt my cock twitch.

		“Your wife is so nasty. She do this to you?”

		I nodded, but it was a lie. I don’t remember the last time she worshiped my cock like that.

		“Stop. Stop,” Brad said. “That’s too much.”

		My wife ignored his pleas so he grabbed her hair in his fist and pulled her away.

		“You are a feisty one.”

		“You didn’t say red light,” my wife said with a nasty grin.

		We all chuckled.

		“Good to know you’re paying attention,” Brad said. “Now get up here and let me taste you.”

		I watch as Darlene, the love of my life, eagerly jumped up on the bed and spread her legs.

		“That’s such a lovely pussy. Did you groom just for me.”

		My wife nodded.

		“Good girl.”

		Darlene blushed when he said that. I could tell by the way her eyes became hooded that he was doing things to her that I hadn’t been able to. I thought back to how I roughly fucked her when she admitted her infidelity. How my anger and jealousy drove me to pound her pussy harder than I ever did. I came so hard, and so did she. Maybe that was a key to what was missing in our marriage.

		That spark of desire that unleashed a dark passion. A lustful craving.

		As I watched Brad pleasure my wife with his tongue I felt the desire grow. I started feeling jealous again. I wanted to take Darlene and show her I could make her feel just as good as Brad could. But first I had to let her experience her lover’s skills.

		“Fuck, Brad that feels so fucking good.”

		My wife had her head thrown back. Her fists were full of his hair and she pulled his head into her cunt. In no time at all she was wailing, her legs quivered and I could tell she was having a deep orgasm.

		“Fuuuuuuuuuuck,” she screamed and pulled Brad’s head away. “Too much.”

		Brad smiled. He looked at me as if to say, see what I can do to your woman.

		My wife collapsed with her legs spread wide. Brad moved between them and gripped his erection.

		“You ready for this?” he said as he slowly stroked himself. Precum dripped from his tip.

		Darlene smiled and reached out for it. She took his cock and pulled it toward her fleshy folds.

		“Fuck, I’ve wanted this from the moment I boarded the plane.” My wife looked at me. “I’m sorry, Ollie. I need this so bad.”

		I nodded my head. “Go for it, you silly cock slut.”

		She winked. “Fuck me, Brad. Show my husband how a real man does it.”

		I could tell she was just teasing but it did sting.

		Brad wasted no time getting to it. He grabbed her waist and starting thrusting his hips fast and deep into her pussy. The sounds of moist flesh smacking together echoed through the room.

		“Fuck, you’re so tight. I love this tight pussy. So shit, Ollie, I think she’s coming again.”

		I could hear my wife moan. She tossed her head to the side, her eyes squeezed tight.

		“She got quite a grip on my cock. Of fuck. I’m going to come. So close.”

		My wife grabbed her lover’s ass and pulled him tight. I knew she wanted to feel him release inside her.

		He wasn’t wearing a condom. We hadn’t discussed this earlier, maybe we should have. I thought about saying red light, but I could tell my wife wanted this, so I kept my mouth shut and enjoyed the show.

		“Yes, yes,” she moaned. “Give it to me, come inside me.”

		Brad didn’t last much longer. With a grunt he pushed his cock deep inside my wife and held it. His ass clenched and I could tell her was coming, unleashing torrents of his seed into her eager womb.

		“Oh, thank you, thank you,” my wife sighed. I didn’t know if she was addressing her lover for the orgasms he gave her, or me, for letting her experience it guilt-free.

		Maybe both.

		When they were done, Brad leaned over and gave my wife a deep kiss.

		This hurt worst of all. Funny that. I could watch a man shove his dick down my wife’s throat, eat her pussy and come inside her, but seeing a simple soft kiss is what drove my angst to the limit.

		I was about to call out red light when they pulled apart.

		“That was wonderful,” my wife said.

		“I know.”

		Brad withdrew his cock from my wife and stood up. He looked at me and said, “you want to clean her up?”

		I looked at him. “Yeah, I guess I could go get a washcloth — “

		“No, with your tongue.”

		“Wha?”

		“Some guys like to show their wives how much they love them, by licking out her lover’s cum.”

		“Not me.”

		I had nothing against guys who did. But I wasn’t in the mood for that much humiliation.

		“What I will do is reclaim my wife. You can show yourself out Brad. Thanks for everything.” As I talked I was undressing. I no longer cared what Brad saw. I wanted to fuck my wife, urgently.

		“I’ll call you,” my wife said as her lover left the room. “Now, come here, sweetheart. Show me how much you love me.”

		And I did. Several times that night.

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		It had been a few months since Brad had entered our lives, and I couldn’t help daydreaming about him. I was on vacation with Ollie, but someone walked past me smelling of his cologne and my mind took me back to that first time at the airport when we met.

		“What has you deep in thought,” Oliver asked.

		“That man walked past me,” I nodded to the blonde guy at the bar, “and he reminded me of Brad.”

		“I see,” Oliver reached over and grabbed my hand, “do you miss him?”

		The only response I had was to shrug my shoulders, “Sometimes. But not a lot. I miss how you would act afterwards more than missing him. Your reclaiming always made me insane with pleasure.”

		“You were the one who wanted to stop, we can always pick it up again.”

		My head shook, “No, I didn’t want feelings to form, I only want to love you.”

		Oliver nodded, “Well, we are on vacation, it is our anniversary, what if I give you a present and you give me one in return,” he pulled my hand to his lips and kissed my palm.

		“I’m listening,” the grin on my face told him I was excited, I was sure of it. I could tell by that gleam in his eye he was up to something sexy.

		“What if we take this trip and you get to play in the sea of men? Find one you want to bring back. We can reenact that first night Brad was at the house with us.”

		My grin grew wider, I looked down and saw Ollie sporting a tent in his pants; he was just as excited as I was at the idea of doing this on our anniversary trip. “Really, anyone?”

		Oliver grinned, “Anyone but that guy who reminded you of Brad.”

		A laugh slipped from my lips, and I nodded, “Agreed.” I started looking around at the bar area until I saw him. The man I was going to seduce.

		“Target acquired,” Oliver asked.

		“Yes, sir, meet you back at the room.” I grabbed my bag, put on my sun hat, picked up my towel and slipped my sandals on, our all-inclusive trip to Mexico just got far more interesting.

		“Darlene,” I heard my husband say.

		“Yeah?”

		“This time, have him wear a condom.”

		“Of course, dear,” I said as I walked away from him.

		As I moved through the crowd at the poolside bar, I walked in front of his line of sight and faked tripping on my feet, forcing myself to stumble in his direction.

		“Hey there, are you okay?” His hands were strong, large, and steady as he secured me on my feet.

		“Clumsy me, always tripping on my feet. Thank you for catching me. I’m Darlene.” I extended my hand towards him, forcing him to remove one of his hands from my arms.

		“That’s a pretty name,” he looked me up and down, “are you sure you’re okay?”

		I nodded, “Yes, thank you. Can I join you?” I looked over at the empty chair next to his.

		“Yeah, of course.” He helped me sit on the lounger and then sat next to me in his chair. “Where are you from?”

		Instead of answering his question, I took my shirt off, exposing my breasts to the sun, “How about we cut the chit-chat, and you help me apply this sunblock, what did you say your name was?”

		His eyes widened, and he quickly shifted in his chair to a better position and took the lotion from my hand, “Mike, my name is Mike and I’d be glad to help.”

		Mike’s hands were soft and felt firm against my skin as he massaged lotion into me. I looked over to where Oliver was, I could see his smile across the bar. I hoped he could see everything that was happening. I was getting so turned on at the idea of Oliver watching some other man putting his hands on me.

		“Mike, I have a confession,” I stated.

		“What’s that,” Mike was looking at my nipples, he was using his thumb to spread lotion on the areola, working it in, protecting my nipple.

		“I’m married,” I whispered.

		“Huh?” His hands stopped moving, froze in place.

		“I’m married, and my husband is watching us right now.” I reached my hands up and placed them on his, holding his palms to my breasts. “He likes to watch men fuck me; would you want to come back to our room?”

		“Are you for real,” his eyebrows shot up in question.

		“Yes, why don’t you come back to the room with us?”

		I stood up, still holding onto his hands, “Come on, I promise it will be fun.”

		“You don’t have to ask me twice,” he stood up, grabbed my bag, and handed me my shirt, “lead the way.”

		I put my shirt back on and moved around the chairs, leading him down the halls. When we got to my room; I fished the key out of my bag and opened the lock; I peeked my head into the room to see if Oliver had beaten us back yet; he had. I pushed the door open and pulled Mike inside. With the slamming of the door, I felt excitement flood my body.

		“Have you ever done this before,” I asked him.

		He shook his head, “No, clearly you have.”

		I nodded, “Nothing to be afraid of, just don’t think about him being here.” I winked at Oliver, who was pulling his shirt out of his pants, getting more comfortable in the chair.

		“Why don’t you strip for him, darling,” Oliver ordered.

		Grinning back at my husband, I pulled Mike to the bed, sat him down on the edge and slid my pants down, I looked at his pants and could see he was hard. “My, eager man here, I love it.” I tossed my shirt off and kicked my pants across the room. I was stark naked in front of both men; I could see Oliver out of the corner of my eye, stroking his cock.

		Kneeling, I put my hands on his pants and unzipped him. When his cock bounced free, I licked my lips and leaned over, taking his head into my mouth. I cupped his balls with one hand and used my other to grab his shaft. I worshipped his cock over and over, taking him deep in my mouth. My tongue massaged his bottom of the shaft as it passed by. I could taste his salty goodness. He put his hands in my hair and grabbed my strands, forcing me to go at a pace he preferred.

		My pussy grew wet as he fucked my face. When I could taste more precum seeping from his tip, he stopped and pulled himself out of my mouth.

		“Get on all fours,” he ordered.

		We moved positions, and I was now on the bed, my ass in the air, on all fours. I could feel his mouth on my lips, his tongue pushing past my entrance, tickling my clit, his fingers digging into my ass. My hands clutched the bedsheet, and I moaned, his tongue flicking against my bud was driving me wild. I would come quickly at this rate. When I started moaning, I couldn’t control it, and my pussy quivered as I released my orgasm.

		I was in the middle of the wave of ecstasy when I felt his cock enter my pussy. My eyes opened and I could see Oliver in the chair, hand on his cock, stroking himself while Mike fucked me. My mind only focused on the pleasure; I knew my face showed. I was about to come again when I remembered the condom, “Mike, are you protected?”

		My eyes shot up when I saw Oliver shoot his load in the air. I felt Mike’s hands grab my ass, and he jammed his cock deep in me, frozen. I knew he just released inside me.

		Fuck, I thought, as my pussy gushed fluid all over his cock.

		This was a whole new thing to explore…

		

	
		

		About the Authors

		

		Skylar Quinn lives in Houston with her family. She started writing in 2011 and has had various pen names. She can be reached at Quinnskylar23@gmail.com. Skylar loves spending time outdoors, cooking for her family, camping, archery and reading. Above all else, she tries to spend each day making it to her fullest. Her life motto is, “Live, Laugh, Love Like Today Is Your Last.” She encourages everyone to subscribe to her substack at https://skylarq.substack.com/

		

		Sean Geist is an author of Hotwife/Cuckold erotica. He’s been publishing stories since 2014. He can be reached at SeanGeist@Outlook.com. He loves reader emails, almost as much as he loves readers who write reviews of his books. You can sign up for his newsletter Here. If you do, you’ll get a free Hotwife story.

		

	
		

		Also by Skylar Quinn

		

		Skylar Quinn’s Previous Works

		

		Hotwife Series

		

		Hotwife Book 1

		

		Hotwife Book 2

		

		Hotwife Book 3

		

		Temptation Tuesday Series

		

		Forgive Me Father

		

		The Brief

		

		The Café

		

		The Backyard

		

		Fantasy Cruise

		

		Confessions of an Author

		

		The Casino

		

		The Club Series

		

		The Audition: BDSM Erotica

		

		Stand Alone Books

		

		Special Assignment

		

	
		

		Also by Sean Geist

		

		Things We Do For Lust

		

		Things We Do For Lust

		

		Going Down to Get Up

		

		Seducing Robin

		

		Hotwife Stories

		

		Freeuse Wedding Reception

		

		The Hotwife’s First Proxy

		

		What Flirting Leads To

		

		Pictures at Ten

		

		Winner Takes All

		

		Short Erotica

		

		Wives Playing Rough

		

		Hotwives At Play

		

		Wives Stepping Out

		

		Broken Boundaries, Broken Vows

		

		Sharing My Bride

		

		My Hotwife’s Holiday Boyfriend

		

		The Hotwife’s New Husband

		

		My Expectant Hotwife

		

		Cuckold Series

		

		Cuckold’s Gift

		

		Unexpected Seduction

		

		Shift Change

		

		Other

		

		Abby’s Pleasant Surprise

		

		Twin Betrayals

		

		Sherry Tells Stories

		

		Simple Sketch

		

		Zahara

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-WTZBSEHI.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-B1IDU8DE.png





OEBPS/OEBPS/cover.jpg





